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MAY. 


THE COWSLIP. 


1G7 


Hail, beauteous May ! thou dost inspire, 

Mirth and youth, and warm desire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dressing, 

Hill and dale both boast thy blessing, 

Thus we salute thee with our early song 
And welcome thee and wish thee long.” 

Amongst the various blossoms that now bloom 
in our meadows there is none that attracts more 
attention than the 

COWSLIP. 

( Primula veris ). 

Class, Pentandria. Order, Monogynia. Nat. Ord. 

Primulacece. 

The country people in some parts of Kent call 
it “ Fairy cup.” It probably received the name 
of Cowslip from its velvety surface resembling 
a lip, and therefore called by some of the old 
poets “ Lip of Cows.” A stalk springs from the 
centre of the leaves, and spreads off into smaller 
branches at the top, each bearing a blossom ; the 
leaves are thick and wrinkled, but a minute de- 
scription is unnecessary, for few persons are un- 
acquainted with this flower of our pastures. 

“ Bowing adorers of the gale. 

Ye Cowslips delicately pale, 

Upraise your loaded stems. 


Unfold your cup in splendour, speak ! 

Who deck’d you with that ruddy streak, 

And gilt your golden gems,” 

Writes the poet to these simple, but strikingly 
beautiful blossoms, and Montgomery has not left 
this sweet flower unnoticed, as we find the fol- 
lowing light and pretty lines penned by him 
to it : — 

« Now in my walk, with sweet surprise, 

I gee the first spring Cowslip rise, 

The plant whose pensile flowers 
Bend to the earth their beauteous eyes 
In sunshine as in showers. 

« Low on a mossy bank it grew, 

Where lichens purple, red, and blue 
Among the verdure crept; 

Its yellow ringlets dropping dew, 

The breezes lightly swept. 

« A bee had nestled on its bloom. 

He shook abroad their rich perfume. 

Then fled in airy rings ; 

His place a butterfly assumes 
Glancing his glorious wings. 

« o welcome ! as a Mend ! I cried, 

A friend through many a season tried 
And never sought in vain, 

When May, with Flora at her side 
Is dancing on the plain. 

“ Sheltered by Nature’s graceful hand. 

In briary glens, o’er pasture land. 
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